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A Matter of Revenge 


Author's Notes: 

The start of the \'So You Want a Little Piece of the Air Raid Siren?\ series. | originally said that | was going 
to start this with Bruce/Steve, but this idea wouldn\'t leave me alone so the first rocker is Nikki Sixx. Read ¢ 
Review please! Enjoy! 


"Great show, man!" 

Nikki Sixx grinned at his sweaty friend. "Same to you, T-Bone! You killed it tonight!" 

"So, you headed to the bar or what?" Tommy asked as scrubbed his long tresses with a small towel. 
"Nah, I'm just gonna head back to my room. I'm still havin’ those exhaustion spells." 

‘From that flu? Still?" Tommy frowned in concern. 


Nikki collected his bags and headed towards the door. "Don't sweat it man, | just need a bit of rest. Relax." 


Tommy wasn't too convinced, but he let it drop. "Well, I'll see you in the mornin’ Sixx." 
Nikki waved his hand at him as he left the dressing room. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Nikki dropped his luggage on the floor of the dark hotel room. He frowned as he tossed the key in what he 
half-hoped was the direction of the small table. 


He felt a presence in the room. 
"Well, well. Look who decided to join me." 


That voice, that accent. He knew who it was. "How did you get in here?" 


‘Its pretty bloody easy if the idiot at the front desk is an Iron Maiden fan and falls for the whole ‘| want to 


check on a sick mate! routine." 
"What do you want, Bruce?" 


The room was bathed in light as the Englishman flipped on the lamp next to the chair he was sitting in. "How 
fucking could you?" 


"What are you talking about-" 

"You fucked my wife, you son of a bitch!" 

Nikki winced. "How did you find out?" 

‘It doesn't matter how | found out, it matters that you fucking did it" 
"Bruce, man, listen-" 


"| told you that we were finished and you just had to get some measure of revenge, didn't you?l" Bruce 


accused. 
It was true. He and Bruce had been somewhat of an item before the little blonde bimbo had stepped in and the 
singer decided that cock wasn't what he wanted anymore. But Nikki didn’t feel like arguing with the man, he was 


tired and all he wanted was to sleep. 


"Yes. Fine. That's why | did it, now can you leave so | can get some sleep?" 


Bruce's eyes narrowed. "You arrogant wanker! You think that you'll just admit that you did wrong and 
everything would be alright?" 


"I don't want to fight with anyone, let alone you. I'm tired and | want to sleep.” 
Bruce stood up and Nikki saw something gleam in his hands. Handcuffs. 


"What the fuck are those for?" 


"You want to act like a bitch then I'll treat you like one. Don't make this harder on yourself, mate." Bruce spat 
as he stalked towards him. 


Nikki fought the urge to laugh; who did this little shit think he was? 


But before he knew it, his face was buried on the rough carpet of the floor and the smaller man was heavy 
on his back. Fuck, he had barely put up a fight, maybe he should have rested like the doc had told him, he was 
too weak to really struggle against the other man His arms were jerked behind him and he felt the clamp of 
cold metal on each wrist. He felt his body jerk up as Bruce hauled him up and practically dragged him to the 
bed. Damn, he was a hell of a lot stronger than he looked. 


He was tossed onto the bed and he heard muttered curses behind him Bruce sought to rid him of his boots 
and his leather pants, his arse bare as they were pulled down his thighs roughly. Underwear was just a waste 


of time, they constricted the goods. 


He tensed as he felt Bruce yank him up on his knees, his arse sticking up in the air, just ready for the taking. 
Nikki heard the cloth of his shirt tear as Bruce tugged forcibly on it; Bruce used the strips of ripped cloth to 
tie his arms to each side of the bed as well as his ankles to the hind legs of the bed, his already cuffed hands 
rendering him. A cold chill trekked down his spine as he heard Bruce fumble with his fly, when they were 
together, Bruce had just shut up and took it even if he had a dominating personality, he had never had 
anyone..top him before. 


Bruce reached in back pocket and extracted the tube that he dropped in there before he came to the bassist's 
room. He shed his jeans and climbed onto the bed behind Nikki, straddling his calves and he popped the top. He 
poured a suitable amount in his palm, despite his rage he didn't really want to hurt the tattooed man. 


"Bruce..come on man, this isn't funny.” 


Bruce made a show of looking around the room, listening to the silence of the room. "I don't hear anyone 


laughing, mate." 
"Get off mel" Nikki became restless. 


"This is gonna happen so | suggest you make this easier on yourself and stop moving the fuck around” 


Despite wanting to get up and bolt(there wasn't much good in the feeling seeing as he couldn't), Nikki heeded 
his warring and laid still, especially since he was in no position to fight him; God he hoped no one found out 
about this, his reputation wouldn't make it through this, of that he was sure. He tense as he felt the head of 
Bruce's cock traced his pucker. He took the deep breaths that he had seen Bruce take just before he fucked 
him, but it didn't do much to prevent the burn that encased him as he felt Bruce sheath himself inside of him. 
Bruce swore under his breath as he buried himself to the hilt, bloody hell he was tight, why hadn't he done 
this before the split? He paused to not only give the man underneath him time to adjust, but time to compose 
himself before things ended before they began. 

Nikki gritted his teeth as Bruce started to move, what the hell did Bruce find so enjoyable about this? Bruce 
groaned behind him as he picked up his thrust and Nikki let out a choked sound as he felt a rush of pleasure 
encompass him, what the fuck did he just hit? 

"Do that again" 


Bruce grinned as he reached down under the larger male and gripped his hardening cock in his hand. "Do what 


again?" 
"What you just hit, hit it again" 


Once he was sure that Nikki was fully hard, he released his throbbing member and slowed his thrusts to a 


near idle pace and his grin widened as he heard him swear under his breath. 
"Tell me what you want." 


Nikki kept his mouth shut, but tried to thrust back onto Bruce's cock, cursing the man in a flurry of words in 
his head when hands took hold of his hips and held him still. 


"Tell me what you want." Bruce repeated. 

"Move dammit!" 

"| want to hear you beg for it” 

"No fucking way!" 

"Beg. For. It." 

His felt his cock twitch, making its presence known as it ached for relief. 


"Movel" 


"Tell me you want my cock." 
Nikki was getting desperate now. "Come on, man. Just move." 


Bruce grabbed a fistful of his hair and wrenched his head back, putting pressure on his already straining 
shoulders. "Fucking say it!" 


"Shit! | want your cock! Fuck me, please!" 

Bruce snapped his hips forward, his cock dragging harshly against the little nub inside him, Nikki crying out as 
he set a rough pace. Nikki bit into the bed sheet below them as the pleasure radiated through him. Bruce 
panted as he continued to ride him, his hand traveling back down to seize his ex's hardness, jerking it in time 
with each drill of his cock. Nikki closed his eyes tightly as felt the knot begin to clench in his lower abdomen 
and he felt the stabs in his arse take on a jerky rhythm. 

Nikki tossed his head back, his mouth opened in a silent cry as his seed spilled in Bruce's hand and onto the bed 
sheets, his body shuddering violently as his orgasm ripped through him. Bruce followed soon after him, pulling 


out of Nikki and stroking himself to completion, coating his arse and lower back with his release. 


As soon as he was finished Bruce wiped his hand on a clean area of the bedspread and stood up, snagging his 
jeans off the floor. After donning his breeches he stepped into his trainers and made his way to the door. 


"Bruce?" Nikki called out in a panic; he couldn't leave him like this, handcuffed and covered in cum. 
"What?" 

"You're not going to leave me like this are you?" 

"Fuck you." Bruce shot back. 


And as he made his departure he left the door slightly ajar for anyone to come in if they had half a mind to. 


wvunu www 


A/N: This is completely centered around Bruce but you get to pick the next rocker you want him to be with, 
and l'Il choose a random one from the comments section. So leave your hopefuls/suggestions in your reviews 


please. 


